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sufficiently to permit my tortoise, Whoopee, waking from
winter sleep, to make her rentree into polite society,
March 24 Was it Walkley or Max who first described Henry
Sunday. James as a patter from whom no perambulator
was safe ? Hugh Walpole is a beamer, beneath
whose glasses young writers' masterpieces grow like tomatoes.
To judge from Roman Fountain, it appears that something is
wrong with my old friend, which is like having something the
matter with one's doctor. This is monstrous. How can the
source of comfort be itself comfoi.cless? Alas, nobody can
do anything for Hugh, whose unhap;piness is mystical. What
is the meaning of life ? Where have we come from, and where
are we going to ? (Hugh is neither a whence-ist nor a
whither-ite.) What has happened to the fountain which we
loved in our youth and can never find again ? Perhaps in
Hugh's case Charles Morgan ran off with it ? Yet there have
been compensations : " I went on one of these evenings alone
to the cinema and saw the Seven Dwarfs again, and it was
while I was there, during one of the intervals, that I saw
Michael Angelo sitting quite close to me, the Michael Angelo
of the statue by Antonio Novelli in the Michael Angelo House
in Florence. There he was exactly, with the cropped hair, the
bulbous broken nose, the fine, scornful mouth, the wonderful
long tapering fingers, and the thick, strong legs. He was alone
and apart in spirit as well as body. I would not have dared to
speak to him. . . ." That is where we are different. If at
Pinocchio I found myself sitting next to, say, Beethoven I
should certainly speak to him, if only to find out whether the
ghost of a man is as deaf as the man himself. Next I should
prod him to see whether my finger went through him or not.
And according as it did or didn't I should communicate with
the Psychical Research Society. It presently appears, however,
that the man is only an advertising agent who looks like
Michael Angelo, and that Hugh is writing metaphorically. Is
it, therefore, possible that the fountain is only a metaphysical
one, like the mongoose in the railway-carriage*btory ? " My
mind floats in a kind of summer mist." Exactly ! Hugh is a
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